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Finally, thank God, she triumphed over it. I 
imagined her lying in her cradle as of old, and at 
the thought of losing her, a'.l my youthful emo- 
tions, all my affection, ripened by age and 
strengthened by absence, sprung up afresh, to be 
condensed into this little morceau, which, despite 
Its trifling artistic value, I dearly love, because it 
recalls to me a great sorrow once spared my 
heart. 

"Yes," said Madame L., "that was Clara. 
Have you the music?" she inquired. "I Would 
like so much to hear it.'* While I was playing, 
Madame L. listened with unaffected interest. 
" How beautiful 1 " she exclaimed i "will you 
repeat it? " 1 complied. When I rose up from 
the piano, tear-drops added a new charm to Mad- 
ame L.'s dark, oriental face. Then with a smile 
she said, "What a tender Berceuse, but how 
different from Chopin's? Moreau's is human, 
Chopin's is celestial." "Oh, Madame L. ! " I 
exclaimedj "do you not think this a holy melody? 
Such a melody as I imagine that the blessed 
mother of our Lord sung to the infant Jesus." 
»'Yes, it is holy," she replied, "but humanly 
holy. A tender human love inspired it. It is not 
a heavenly abstraction, but a human sentiment, 
tan experience I should call it, appreciable to all 
that possess maternal sensibility. I prefer it to 
Chopin's for this reason, not that it is a higher 
artistic creation. Chopitfs Berceuee suggests 
infant angels, spirit-children of the New Jerusa- 
lem, but Moreau's cradle-song is composed tor 
earth-babies that weep and smile." 

Cecilia. 
Ito be continued. 



NEW BOOKS. 



BostMBn Rest* By Gail Hamilton, Boston i Tlck- 
nOr& Fields. 

The papers.or essays which have been collected 
to form this book, originally appeared In the 
Atlantic Monftilif, and made their mark there 
even among the many contributions from experi- 
enced and popular writers. The. title of the 
lt»ook, "Summer Rest," has no special reference 
to. the work, saving perhaps that its contents are 
appropriate reading for the unemployed days of 
Bummer. It is elegantly written, feu; its thoughts 
are stronger than its style. It is contemplative, 
Suggestive and speculative, contains thoughts of 
elevated beauty, and a warm and appreciative 
love of nature, and a deep knowledge of the les- 
sons it; teaches, but its tone Is ra 'terialistic, and 
its theology is rather tree than conventional 
•or orthodox, tending more to unsettle 
than >to establish belief; and offering nothing 
to satisfy in compensation. But there is much 
that should be read in this book, if only to cor- 
rect the false theories which are silently but 
surely creeping Into our , literature and undermin- 
ing that, which, if it tails, Is a wreck which new 
lights can never build, nor yet erect a stable 
Temple in Its .place. 

•As a writer upon nature in her visible manifest- 
ations and associations and of those living crea- 
tures which inhabit and vivify all her places, her 
open pastures and her secret dells, Gail Hamilton 

especially charming: displaying profound sym- 
pathy and intimate knowledge, and the desire to 
harmonize their existence with humanity by unit- 
ing all more closely through 'a genial and generous 
sentiment. 



We quote a brief extract from Summer talk, 
which is a fair specimen, of one phaze of thought 
which is to us the pleasantest vein in " Summer 
Rest." 

ORCHARD TALK. 

" It is charged that Americans have no repose. 
We are consumed with energy, and in our eager- 
ness to do have largely lost the power to enjov. 
There is some ground for the remark; but possi- 
bly we have in our character the elements of re- 
pose, though our circumstances have notyet con- 
tributed to, or even been tolerant of, its develop- 
ment. Certain it is that there can be no true 
repose save in connection with right action. 
Absolute qtrielude we cannot command, but ab- 
solute quietude is not indispensable. Abound- 
less activity may carry along with it all the con- 
ditions of perfect rest. 

"Wespeakot the quiet of the country, and truly 
our souls find solace there aud peace. But the 
country seems to be the place, of all places, 
where everything is going on. Especially in 
spring one becomes almost distracted. What is 
spring in the city ? Dead bricks under your feet; 
dead stones all around you. There are beautiful 
things in the shop windows, but they never <lo 
anything. It is just the same as it was yesterday, 
and as it will be to-morrow. I suppose a faint 
sense of warmth and fragrance does settle down 
into the city's old cold heart, and at a few breath- 
ing-holes— little irregular patches as we see tbem, 
lovely but minute, called "Central Park," or 
"Boston Common" Nature comes up to blow. 
And there are the spring bonuets. Still, it can 
hardly make much difference whether it be June 
or Januaiy. 

"But Spring in the country — season rightly 
named 1 — a goddess-queen glides through the 
heavens, and the earth and all there is therein 
springs up to meet ber and do obeisance. We, 
gross and heavy, blind and deaf, are slow to catch 
the flutter of her robes, the music of her footfall, 
the odor of her breath, the brightness of her far- 
off coming. We call it cold and winter still. 
We huddle about the fires, and wonder if the 
spring will never come; and all the while, lo, the 
spring is here! Ten thousand watching eyes, 
ten thousand waiting ears, laid along the ground, 
have signaled the royai approach. Ten thousand 
times ten thousand voices sound the notes of 
preparation. Every tiny sleeping germ of aui- 
mal and of vegetable life springs to his feet, wide 
awake, girded for duty, vigilant but unhurried, 
eager, active, and most orderly. Now you must 
be wide awake, too, or you will miss the sights. 
And each spring is more lovely than the last. 
Tenderer green on the earth, intenser blue in the 
sky, deeper colors, sweeter voices, busier feet, 
happier hearts, as the Summer conies softly sing- 
ing through the meadows, and pouring her fra- 
grance on the air. Every year it floats into my 
thought, 'I will write something beautiful about 
the summer,' from pure longing to celebrate its 
loveliness in gratitude lor its behests; but I 
never write the beautiful thing, no, nor ever shall. 
For the summer absorbs you unawares. The 
birds and the bees and the buds are so many; 
the lambs in the fields, the fishes in the brooks, 
the cattle on a thousand Mils— with them is no 
delay nor excusing. And while you are living 
all these dear dumb lives, gradually the clouds 
grow leaden, the wind whistles, the leaves shiver 
and shrivel and fall, and of a sudden you look up 
to find that the summer is gone. Now, theiefore, 
fair goddess, take, I pray, my speechless enjoy- 
ment for meet celebration, and count me no in- 
grate because Icannot say the thing I would. 

"But as yet the summer is here, warm and sun- 
ny and scented, pouring through the windows, 
and filling house and heart with"newness of life; 
sinking into the brown earth, subtile and sinuous, 
to rise again in vivid hues and graceful forms.. 
And the birds are here. They came up early 
from the summer-land — bluebirds aud robbins, 
and all manner of winged wonders, familiar and 
strange, driven northward, so tne country folk 
say, by the long roar and smoke and horror of 



battle. We have a line of old apple-trees on the 
south border, mweltously gnarled and unsightly, 
curiously crooked as one might s.iy, a tat feeding- 
ground for worms and caterpillars, bearing little 
fruit, and that untoothsoine. A really thrif y and 
sensible axe would speedily lay itself at their 
roots; but such is none of ours, and they shall 
not down. For every spring the faithful old pa- 
triarchs go through all the forms of fruitage as 
dutifully as if they meant to fill our bins with 
Baldwins. Some secret intluence, which ourhard 
humanity cannot discern, but which the vegetable 
world knows and answers joylully, floats through 
the night, a low voice stirs the hearth beneath 
their wrinkled Doles, the old sap asserts Itself, old 
ambitions revive, rnd with the dewy dawn, lol 
che apple-trees have thrilled into bloom. What 
if strength fails them to redeem their promise in 
some distant, doubtful October? At least the 
whole air is a sea of perfume now, and the waves 
come rolling in through all the windows, flooding 
us with fragrance. You hardly move but some 
fresh delicate odor smites you softly, waking a 
new delight. What ravaging axe shall destroy 
these fountains of incense ? 

" And the old trees, misshapen, uncouth, and 
well striken iu years, are fireside and forum, tem- 
ple and theatre, for a community of birds. Little 
they care for grim bark, or twisted branch, or 
pre-empted twig. The more bugs the better 
hunting-ground. Every insect haunt is a well- 
stocked Faneuil Market ready to hand. In every 
worm they see a new pmfeather, a sharpening 
claw, a hardening beak, for some callow darling. 
I watch them hopping about on the grass in little 
tits and starts, alighting on the fence and musing 
there with an air of intense preoccupation, flying 
up into the trees to some hidden nook among the 
leafage with a wisp of straw for building— and I 
could find it in my heart to pity them. It seems 
such an endless task to make a nest, straw by 
straw, painfhlly, with only one little bill for all 
sorts of work. But they seem to like it. Labor 
is lightened and time shortened perhaps with 
thinking of the chosen friend who is to share it, 
and the tiny brood that is to bs sheltered in it. 
And they never work hard. It is not disc, dig, 
dig with the birds. They take life daintily, lords 
arid ladies in their own right. Toil is diversified 
by gome and song, and social chit-chat. They 
will leave their labor for no cause apparently, but 
just on the spur of the moment, whirl you a wild 
waltz through the air in a very passion of pas- 
time, then stand a-tilt on a twig, and trill out for. 
a second or two a reckless roundelay as if the 
whole world of the May-time were pouring its 
joy through their throats, and anon the minstrel 
is down among the grasses again, no longer a 
gay Lothario, a Ralph Roister Doister, but a 
quiet, grave lamily bird, busily engaged in gath- 
ering materials, and building himself a local hab- 
itation. And what heavenly nabUation are theirs ? 
Think of living in a great green overlapping for- 
est, green above, around, beneath you, endless 
aisles losing themselves in endless arches, the 
bright sky glimmering tar off, the bright sun 
shining in through a thousand portals, and leaving 
soft wavering shadows everywhere, gentle sales 
whispering melodies and murmuring sweet lulla- 
bys, or sometimes a brave breeze trumpeting 
some martial air that rouses all the Are in your 
blood ; to be surrounded days and weeks with 
great pink and white blossoms bisger than yoar 
Bead, deeps overhead and deeps underfoot, droop- 
ing and swinging all through the silent night, 
and the sultry noon and dawn and twilight be- 
tween; and every crystal cup brimmed arid over- 
flowing with pungent delicious odors — no wonder 
the birds are drunken with delight, and pour forth 
such mad bacchanal songs as stagger their little 
frames and set the whole orchard a-tremb'e! 

"If they only would be tame— the shy, nervous 
sprites!— if they only could discern friend from 
foe, and let you who love them so draw near to 
share their pretty secrets ! But tame they will 
not be. Sometimes, in venturesome mood, or 
thinking perhaps to take a short cut across lots, 
they dart through an open window and shoot 
about the room quite bewildered: But if you 
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catch tbe wanderer, bis poor heart throbs so piti- 
fully, anil there is such a still, wild terror in his 
eyes, that you give up trying to make him count 
you his friend, ard bid him back again to tell his 
open-eared comrades the story of his teather- 
breadth escape from some savage monster— you. 
One little swallow slid down somehow between 
the panes of a window opened from tbe top and 
almost beat himself to death in trying to get out. 
His flattened body, spread wings, and panting 
struggles were sad to see. ,We hardly dared 
move the window lest the sash might give him a 
fatal injury. We worked over him as carefully as 
possible full fifteen minutes, and ireed him at 
last, but ■ Dead, quite dead, poor little thing 1 ' 
1 said, stroking his ruffled leathers as he lay upon 
my open hand; whereupon he winked his black 
imp's eye at me, and shot off and out oi sight in 
a second — the little thankless rogue 1 Then there 
is a gray sparrow that has built her nest in the 
woodbine, and aground sparrow has "squatted" 
at the edge of the cornfield ; but no sooner do 
you approach than out flutters the one fr6m her 
quiet bower, and up shoots the other from her 
snug ambush, flying for dear life, as if you could 
meditate tbe smallest mischief to their homely, 
tiny selves, or their tiny speckled eggs. Birds, I 
was thinking one morning, must be, or ought to 
be, thoroughly happy. They have all tho condi- 
tions of bliss, these orchard birds, enough to eat, 
stout trees for shelter, everything that the ornith- 
ological heart can dream. No bird of prey, no 
gun nor snare ever comes nigh tliera. They are 
a delight to eye and ear. Paradise is here. 
Everyone is their Iriend. In the wide universe 
they have no foe. Aud while the thoughts weve 
yet warm within me, up the porch-step trotted 
Rory the cat, with fierce eyes glittering, and a 
dead bird hanging irom her jaws. And the very 
next day another, and not long after a third; and 
many and many a time since have I seen her 
crouching and watching, her bones all astir with 
eagerness, or stealthily creeping on behind an un- 
wary thrush, or clawing up into the trees in hot 
pursuit. Too otten a little heap of blood-bedab- 
bled feathers attests her fell success. You can 
chase her away, but to no moral effect. She 
takes the cbasing for a frolic, and only capers 
about like a mad creature, scudding atop of the 
fences, crouching on the posts, leaping on the 
shed-root; and mounting to the ridge-pole of the 
barn. But Paradise has not yet come, even for 
the birds. I flud they have enemies, and are ot- 
ten sore bested. They are like a young author. 
He flits jauntily into the sunshine and song ot the 
world, pouring forth his own note gaily, never 
suspecting but he will be as glad y welcomed as 
be gladly goes. But no sooner is his strain, fairly 
afloat on the air than out springs a surly critic 
from every corner and rends him in pieces re- 
morselessly." . ■ v 



THE MAGAZINES. 



The Atlantic Monthly. Ticknor & Fields. 
We have received the advance copy of this excel- 
lent magazine for July. As usual, it contains 
much matter of a high order of excellence, by 
writers of well known reputation. The " Case of 
George Dedlow," written with simplicity and cir- 
cumstantiality, will be read with curious interest. 
The contents of tbe July number are as follows : 

The Case of George Dedlow ; On Translating 
the Divina Commedia, by H. W. Longfellow ; The 
Great Doctor, I., by Alice Cary ; The Retreat 
from Lenoir's and the Siege of Knoxville, by Maj. 
Henry S. Burrage ; Released, by Mrs. A. D. T. 
Whitney ; Friedrich Rnckort, by Bayard Taylor ; 
Passages from Hawthorne's Note-Books, VII.; 
To J. B., by James Russell Lowell ; Physical His- 
tory of the Valley of the Amazons, by L. Agas- 
siz ; A Bundle of Bones, by Charles J. Sprague ; 
An Englishman in Normandy, by Goldwin Smith ; 
Aunt Judy, by J. W. Palmer ; Tbe Chimney-Cor- 



ner for 1866, VII., by Mrs. H. B. Stowe ; Griffith 
Gaunt, or, Jealousy, VHL, By Cbas. Reade ; In- 
dian Medicine ; Tbe Death of Slavery, by William 
Cullen Bryant ; Reviews and Literary Notices. 

Our Young Polks. Ticknor & Fields. The 
July number of this popular magazine is before 
us. It is not only rich in literary matter suitable 
for young people, but in illustrations, graceful 
and imaginative and characteristic, well drawn 
and finely engraved. This feature should be spe- 
cially cared for, as it will do much to.educate the 
eye and taste of the young readers. Its contents 
for July are as follows :— The Children of the 
Flood, by Elsie Teller; Carrie's Shipwreck, by 
T. W. Higginson ; Among the Studios, by J. B. 
Aldrich ; Dandelion Dawn, by Lucy Larcom ; 
Midsummer, by J. W. Newcomb, Jr. ; A Summer 
in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life, by the Author of 
Faith Gartney*s Girlhood ; Wandering About, by 
Carleton; The Summer Yellow Bird and the Cow 
Blackbird, by T. M. B. ; The Squirrels that live in 
a House, by Harriet Beecher Stowe; Afloat in 
the Forest, by Mayne Reid ; Round our evening 
lamp, and Our Letter-Box. The illustrations are 
by H. Fenn, Davis'A Speer, Winslow Homer, A. 
Hoppin, S. S. Kilburn, J. N. Hyde, and G. G. 
White. It is altogether an excellent number. 

Frank Leslie's Ladies Magazine. — this old 
and standard magazine comes to us fresh and 
radiant as ever, crowded with flne engravings, 
some finely colored, and Fashion Plates colored 
and of immense size, together with a vast number 
of cuts of every article of dress, of jewelry and of 
hair, and all of the newest Parisian fashions, and 
a pattern of some article of costume, which will 
be a sure guide to ladies who either make or have 
their dresses made at home. It contains also a 
vast amount of reading matter of a very varied 
and miscellaneous character, novels, stories, po- 
ems, sketches of travel and curious things, be- 
sides a large amount of useful information neces- 
sary for ladies to know. 

Its leading article, upon dress, practically and 
aesthetically treated, by a lady who moves in the 
highest circles of fashion, is authoritative on all 
matters of taste, propriety and elegance, as re- 
gards dress, and should be read by all who desire 
to be costumed as becomes a lady. 
- Demorest's Illustrated Monthly Magazine. 
—This magazine is the organ of Madame Demo- 
rest, whose name is a sort of household word 
wherever fashion is concerned or luxuries for 
ladies needed. This is a practical work, and is 
as instructive to those who make as to those who 
wear dresses. It contains a colored Fashion 
Plate and numberless cuts of garments, jewelry, 
&c, of accepted fashion. Besides these attrac- 
tions, it contains on original piece of music, an 
illustrated poem, a page of illustrations of the 
aquarium, and a full-sized pattern of the Diana 
waist, sleeve, <fcc. Its literary contents ore very 
varied, and its list of contributors comprises 
many of our very best lady writers. It is got up 
in very fine style, and its premiums to subscribers 
are well worth considering. 



LITERARY NOTES. 



Baker, Voorhis & Co. have nearly ready 
Judge Daly's " Common Pleas Reports." They 
also announce " Cases in Prize in the Circuit 
and District Courts of the United States for the 
Southern District of New York, decided by 
Judges Nelson and Betts during the rebellion," 
roported by Samuel Blatchford, Esq. 



Little, Brown & Co. have in press " The Char- 
acter of Jesus Porftayed ; a Biblical Essay, by 
Daniel Schenkel, Professor of Theology in Heid- 
elberg ; " translated by W. H. Furness, D. D. j 
the 9th volume of Mr, Bancroft's " History ; " 
" Principles of Wealth, or Manual of Political 
Economy," by Amasa Walker; "Plutarch's 
Morals," translated by various hands and cor- 
rected and revised by Professor W. W. Goodwin 
of Harvard University ; "Old Plays, chiefly 
from the period beginning with Marlowe and 
ending with DrydeH; with Introductions and 
Notes by Professor James Russell Lowell," in 10 
volumes, post 8vo ; a lCmo. edition of More's 
" Utopias; " and a reprint of Major's edition of 
Izaak Walton's " Complete Angler," with wood- 
cuts' and steel engravings, The same firm pur- 
pose to establish a new law periodical early in 
the Autumn. 

T. B. Peterson & Brothers announce "Self- 
Love, or, The Afternoon ot Single Life ; " " Jen- 
ny Ambrose, or, Life in the Eastern States;" 
" The Grey Woman, and other Tales," by Mrs. 
Gaskell ; " Moreton Hall, or, The Spirits of the 
Haunted House ; " " Fanchon, the Cricket," by 
George Sand; "The Freebooters" and "The 
White Scalper," by Gustavo Aimard ; "The 
Young Heiress," by Mrs. Trollope ; '.' The Great 
Van Broeck Property," by James A. Maitland ; 
" It May Be True," by Mrs. Wood ; and " Elsie's 
Married Life," by Mrs. Mackenzie Daniels. 

Hurd & Houghton have in press " The Miscel- 
laneous Poems of Algernon Charles Swinburne," 
author of " Chastelard," &c. 

Carleton will publish in a day or two "The 
Prison Life of Jefferson Davis," by Dr. J. J. 
Craven, physician to the prisoner during the 
first period of Bis confinement in Fortress 
Monroe. , 

Mr.-* Thomas S. Townsend has compiled " a 
memorial record of all officers and men in the 
military and naval service whose names have 
received honorable mention in official reports, 
newspaper correspondence, obituary notices, and 
otherwise," during the war of the Rebellion, 
The names are alphabetically arranged and 
accompanied by brief biographical notices. The 
work is called " Our Heroes, Dead and Living," 
and the first volume, containing 5,000 names 
and covering the period from April, 1861* to 
April, 1863, will shortly be issued by C. B, 
Richardson. 



[From the London Musical World. 
THE CRUSADERS. 



BY NIELS W. GADE. 

The seventh and last subscription concert of 
the Musical Society in Copenhagen made even by 
its programme a deep and elevating impression. 
It contained only two principal parts: — Beetho- 
ven's attractive eighth symphony, whicb^but 
principally the allegro and the finale — was per- 
formed quite eon amove; and. (the second part) 
"The Crusaders," by Professor: Niels W. Gado, 
a new composition, rich in its contents and extent. 
After the performance the genial artist was 
greeted with an orchester-i'anfare and long con- 
tinued applause — a well-merited acknowledgment 
of his beautiful and importaut masterpiece. 

The words of "The Crusaders," for which we 
are indebted to the poet, Charles Andersen, who 
has treated the'subject gracefully, and without 
pretension, present a most satisfactory basis for 



